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; This dreamer is not dangerous,' he said, 4 but this
dog/ he scowled at my brother, * this turtle egg, he is a
bandit and murderer.'

" They searched the house and found weapons. A
revolutionary whom they had apprehended, had
given my brother away. My brother was condemned
to die, for being a bandit and for high treason. I
wrote a petition which contained more than two
hundred quotations. But he was publicly beheaded.
They confiscated our estate and entire fortune, even
my books, works of art, poreelaine. The Governor
took that for himself. They hunted me from the
house in which I had lived with my brother, happily,
for forty years."

He coughed.   Reddish foam stood on his lips.

"You must not speak," Sun Yat Sen pleaded

The patient smiled.

''Let me talk, my dear young physician. It gives
me joy. Don't leave me. If you go away, I still shall
talk to myself. You remind me of my brother. He
too had bushy brows. Listen, do you know what I
did after having been driven from my home ? I
decided to kill the Governor.

"I was, of course, more miserable. I was torn
by shame, pain, hunger, rage and fear.

"I was ashamed of my brother, ashamed of the
way he met his death. I was mad with chagrin, I was
hungry and cold. Friends of my brother gave me
shelter here and there but I sank down to the level
of a beggar, a tramp, I, the man of letters, the art
collector. The nails of my little fingers broke. I was
unwashed, filthy. But the most terrible of all was
fear.